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hoped to have. Immediately upon the curtain fall, the com-
pany began swiftly and silently removing^ through an open-
ing in the back of the barn, every stick and stitch of their
hard-won properties, from -which point they were carried to
the dray concealed among some swamp oaks, in a dell by
the river, a short distance away, where in a few minutes the
entire company were gathered with their gear, impatiently
awaiting the appearance of Manager Jemmy King, the
author of their get-away plot. His part had been cast by
himself, and for fully a quarter of an hour he stood before the
curtain taking extended and eloquent farewells from his
audience, and delighting them with comic speeches of his
appreciation of their distinguished support, and in generally
enjoying the sound of his own fluency. Sensitive to the mood
of his auditors, immediately he saw a move being made
towards the exits. King concluded his oration with a series
of low and lower bows? slipped behind the curtain and out
through his cunningly-contrived aperture in the barn's end.
Carefully closing the door, he made haste to join his con-
federates, leaving in liquidation of the landlord's claim a drop
scene past further service and a dozen battered tin sconces
with the candle-ends still in them.
The innkeeper had come to the theatre towards the close
of the performance, and as the audience began to depart,
took up his stand near the orchestra, awaiting the coming
out of the actors from behind the curtain. The barn had
emptied itself before uneasiness assailed the astute Boniface,
aroused chiefly by the utter silence which filled the building.
Anxious in any case to get back to his inn, which was filled
with settlers with full pockets, he made his way on to the
stage and lifted the ragged curtain, plunging boldly behind
the scenes. A single guttering candle-end illuminated the
quiet emptiness of the place which should have been full of
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